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We flew over Kirkuk and I saw the aerodrome. The
main part of the town is on a mound on the south-east
side of the chai; another and a lesser part is on the
north-west side, with the aerodrome by its olive orchard.
Then we turned eastward into the warm ochre-coloured
hills, keeping a little south of the chai until they seemed
to calm down into a plateau, although this was broken
and rugged. I saw the little town of Chemchemal, and
before us rose ever nearer the mighty Pire Makrun.
Not alone was he, set as he was among his peers. To
the north and to the south were snow-topped moun-
tains like a thousand spires, but he rose above them all.
And below him I saw the famous Bazyan Pass like a
dark V in the mountains.

We flew on, and by and by we were flying through
the Pass. I looked down and saw the winding Kirkuk-
Sulaimaniya road through it. To the left the rugged
knife-edged hill rose nearly to our level (5,000 feet);
to the right the mountain was a little lower, stretching
away a mass of dark snow-dappled rock to the Kara
Dagh. The Turks controlled all this country by a
wall which they built across the Pass, and at which
they took toll of all who passed through. And there
were round heaps of boulders on the sides of the Pass
with zigzag pathways to them, where brigands might
shoot down on to the road far below.

Then we passed into the kingdom of mountains.
All around they rose, staring at us like colossal giants,
detached, aloof, inscrutable. South we Sew, until we
came to the Tasludja Pass, a haunt also of brigand^
scene of desperate "hold ups" in the lonely solitudes
of the gaunt mountains. We turned to the left thurt^fe
this P^sSj and. then I saw the thin ribbon of road